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This Antony Payne was a remarkable man. He
measured seven feet two inches without his shoes
when aged twenty-one, when he was taken into the
establishment at Stowe. He afterwards added two
inches to his height. It is said that one Christmas
Eve the fire languished in the hall at Stowe. A boy
with an ass had been sent to the woods for logs, but
had loitered on his way. Lady Grace lost patience.
Then Antony started in quest of the dilatory lad, and
re-entered the hall shortly after, bearing the loaded
animal on his back. He threw down his burden at
the hearth-side, shouting, cAss and fardel! Ass and
fardel for my lady's Yule!'
On another occasion he rode into Stratton with Sir
Bevil. An uproar proceeded from the little inn-yard,
and Sir Bevil bade his giant find out what was the
cause of the disturbance. Antony speedily returned
with a man under each arm, whom he had arrested
in the act of fighting.
'Here are the kittens,' said the giant; and he held
them under his arms whilst his master chastised them
with his riding-whip.
After the battle of Stamford Hill, Sir Bevil returned
for the night to Stowe; but his giant remained with
some other soldiers to bury the dead. He had caused
trenches to be dug to hold ten bodies side by side, and
in these trenches he and his followers deposited the
slain. On one occasion they had laid nine corpses in
their places; and Payne was bringing another, tucked
under his arm like one of the 'kittens,5 when all at
once the supposed dead man began to kick and plead
for life.. 'Surely you won't bury me, Mr. Payne,
before I am dead?5—£I tell thee, man,5 was the grim
reply, cour trench was dug for ten, and there's nine
in it already: thou must take thy place.'—cBut I
bean't dead, I say; I haven't done living yet: be
massyful, Mr. Payne; don't ye hurry a poor fellow
into the earth before his time.'—'I won't hurry thee:

